THE     K I F L E
And there had been more trouble with the girls, more quar-
relling: more visiting on the part of Maria. Last night she had
not returned again. Why, if their father was sick, did only
Maria visit him?
As the third yolk broke, he gave up. He would find out at
once. He would get to the bottom of things. The time for
action had come.
'Maria!' he shouted.  'Maria!5
She did not come.
He found her sister crouching in a corner of the house. She
was weeping. Tears always infuriated him: broken egg yolks
and the tears of a woman. WTiat a morning! A woman never
cried without reason and the reason always meant trouble for
someone... a new dress, an anniversary forgotten... some-
thing. ..
He seized her by the hair.  'Where is Maria?'
'I do not know.'
'Where is Maria?5 He shook her.
'Our father is sick. She has gone to visit our father. She has
not returned.'
'Why do you not go to your father? Do you not love your
father? Are you so ungrateful to the benefits he has bestowed
on you? When he dies, you will have no father.5
'He will not die,' she screamed. Sebastian was hurting her.
'Not die? Why will he not die? In the midst of life we are
in death. Did you not learn that at the mission? The poor
man is sick and you do not visit him.'
'Perhaps he is not so sick.'
'Then why must Maria go to him almost every day?*
'How do I know she goes?' Nina was angry. CI only know
what she tells me. And she gets presents. I get nothing,' she
screamed. 'I must cook. I must work. I get nothing.9
'Presents!'Sebastian shouted. He picked up a stick elwill
give you a present' He struck her. 'And another present' He
struck her again. 'Do I not give you presents... beautiful